CHAPTER 148 


September 17, 2011 


“Am | the only one who thinks this is the most tedious thing ever?” 


Justin and Chie were at Aiya’s, waiting for some noodles to come out as they took a 
break from their search for information about Naoto. Not like they were going to get 
anything but very vague facts and opinions which were completely subjective. Justin 
was leaning on the table with his elbow, playing around with his chopsticks like they 
were some sort of children’s toy in a happy meal. To be fair, they were both pretty 
disheartened by this, so anything to keep their minds of the matter at hand was 
okay with them; even if they did look like impatient children in the process. Chie 
sighed a bit, annoyed by all of this. She had thought that this was all over, that 
things could go back to normal. This was just all so sudden; and not at all pleasant. 


“The investigation or the jumping into televisions part?” Chie questioned, not really 
sure what aspect Justin had been annoyed with. | mean, it was all pretty terrible 
after all, so could you blame him for being so aggravated with this entire situation.? 
Justin groaned a bit, trying to straighten his back out, but succumbing to laziness 
and not giving enough of a fuck. 


“Both.” He eventually settled. He had been referring to running around asking 
vague questions about a girl they knew little to nothing about to strangers they 
knew little to nothing about in a frantic attempt of trying to scrape together the 
slightest bits of useable information, but he supposed the fighting shadows part was 
pretty annoying too. Justin swore he’d get more success just looking up her 
facebook page; the one that most likely didn’t exist, that is. The two sighed a bit, 
continuing to fidget with whatever was closest to them; the chopsticks in Justin’s 
case, a Salt shaker in Chie’s. She was tipping it back and forth in a rocking motion 
using her index finger. Let’s just hope to god she didn’t spill any by accident. That’s 
like... seven years bad luck. Though why seven years, when seven was considered a 
lucky number, Justin would never understand. He’d just settle for declaring it a 
paradox. 


It was quiet for a moment, save the sound of the bustle of busy chefs and hungry 
customers wandering about the restaurant. But between Chie and Justin? Nota 
word. Perhaps it was the fact that they didn’t want to talk about this Naoto shit; 
perhaps it was because it was all they could think about. Perhaps it was just that 
they didn’t have any food to talk over yet. Whatever it was, it was quiet. And that 
was almost nerve-racking for Chie. She couldn’t understand how Justin could go so 
long without so much as a peep without going stir crazy from the awkward 
atmosphere. It wasn’t entirely unexpected behavior coming from a Hermit in 
retrospect. 


“So... How’s being suspended going?” Chie tried to break the ice, flinching a bit as 
she realized how poor her choice in topic had been. Not that she had offended Justin 
or anything by bringing up how he had been tossed out of school for two weeks. 
Truth be told, Chie could call Justin’s mother a fat sack of shit and call Justin a boy- 
band reject with a dick the size of a tack and he still wouldn’t be offended. 
Apparently an insult’s value really depends on who’s making the remark, and not 
the actual insult itself. Regardless, Justin sighed a bit as he forced himself away 
from the table and towards the back of his seat, making eye contact with those 
twinkling brown eyes as he cracked his spine back into place. 


“It’s not as bad as you would think.” Justin remarked, almost pleased by the sudden 
change of subject. | mean, sure, it was kind of shitty that he was being punished for 
doing the right thing, but at least his punishment was... well, really shitty 
punishment. Apparently the principal never considered the fact that Justin had no 
parents to keep him away from the video games and focused on the make-up work 
he would be missing over the next two days. And even then, the internet was a 
wonderful thing, so he could literally do all that work the day prior to returning to 
school. Basically, the suspension was more like a two-week paid vacation than any 
sort of disciplinary action. “I mean, I’ve pretty much spent all my freetime searching 
for Naoto so far, but anything’s better than school.” 


“Isn't this going to look bad on your college application, though?” Chie questioned 
with concern. Maybe it was a bit early to be thinking about college; but with 
everything that had happened over the last half-year of her life, she wanted to 
make everything just right. For starters, she knew she wanted to be a police officer, 
to protect those who couldn’t protect themselves. Cliché? Perhaps. But it was all she 
had ever wanted to do in life, to be a Vanguard of the Lunch Revolution. The other 
matter was... Well... The thought had crossed her mind a couple of times that when 
Justin and her leave High-school and go to college... That was it. They’d go their 
separate ways and it would all be over. She didn’t know what Justin wanted to do 
with his life, or if he’d even go to college, but if he did... She didn’t want to be 
separated from him, best case scenario, for four whole years. And she didn’t even 
want to think of the worst case scenario. That’s why she had to make sure both her 
and Justin had choices when it came to college; to increase the likelihood of them 
going to the same campus, of remaining chained together by their unbreakable 
bond. Unbreakable by all but separation that is. Justin shrugged a bit, taking a sip of 
the glass of water in front of him. He had a sore throat, probably from catching a 
bug or something, so he was trying to stay away from carbonated drinks and focus 
more on the plain, bland flavor of pure, not at all out of a tap, water. 


“| did the right thing. If people want to view me negatively for stopping a woman- 
beater from getting his way, then fuck ‘em. | don’t want an education from those 
kinds of people anyway.” Justin ranted a bit, flipping his hands about in an angered 
tirade. He really did seem passionate about his beliefs, about what he had done in 
the past, about his stance on every issue. In a way, that would be his downfall some 


day; his inability to let go of something... Even when he knew it was wrong. He’d 
stand by a theory, by a feeling, by an opinion, a thought, a stance until death did 
them part. And that concerned Chie in a lot of ways. Especially on something like 
this. She just wanted to make sure they’d be together when high-school ended. He 
said she loved her, and she loved him, but... Was there love sturdy enough to 
withhold being apart for four or more years? Chie wasn’t sure she could handle it. 
That’s why this was so important to her, and yet... Justin didn’t even seem to care. 
He just shrugged off the issue by deflecting blame instead of looking at the real 
problem. Chie sighed a bit with disappointment, shaking her head. 


“| know you did, it’s just...” Chie began, trying to choose her words carefully. She 
didn’t want to sound like some overprotective control freak who was afraid to let go 
of him, who was already making plans years in advance. And yet, despite pretty 
much leading right into what she wanted to say, she couldn’t think of a single 
proper thought to express how she felt about this, about him and his reckless 
actions, how he was tearing apart not only his future but hers. Was that what he 
wanted? To slink down to her level? (Let’s face it, with Chie’s grades she wasn’t 
getting into as prestigious a college as Justin could.) “Never mind, forget it.” Chie 
sighed, deciding now probably wasn’t the best time to be talking about a topic like 
that anyway. They had so much else on their plate, she didn’t need to throw their 
future into the pile to burn. Justin raised his eyebrow with curiosity, not sure what it 
was Chie had wanted to say, but clearly able to see that it was bugging her in some 
Capacity. 


“It’s alright, you can Say it.” Justin urged her, a soft gentle tone to his voice, as 
though to allure her with merely the ringing of his vocal chords. She sighed, shaking 
her head a bit, considering whether to play into Justin’s trap or not. She had no 
doubt Justin would want her to talk about this, that he’d most likely understand 
what she was thinking too... But she just couldn’t talk about it. The mere thought 
was clogging her air tubes, as though trying to kill her before she could vocalize the 
thoughts of her heart. Eventually she just decided to keep her mouth shut, content 
to suffer under her worries alone. She didn’t need to drag Justin down with her, into 
the depths of her concerns and troubles. 


“Nah, it’s nothing. Forget | even said anything.” Chie faked a grin, a slight chuckle 
on her breath as she tried to throw Justin off her tracks. Justin wasn’t buying it for 
even a second of course, but he figured if she didn’t want to talk about it, who was 
he to force her to? Whatever it was that was troubling her, she’d talk about it when 
she was ready. And he’d be there for her when she was. But for now? Now, they 
were more than happy to just sit there, waiting for their food and making small talk 
about whatever just so happened to be going on in their lives at the moment. “So 
what are you going to do out of school for two weeks?” Chie questioned, curious 
what he was going to do with his new found free time. In a way, Justin almost made 
being suspended sound desirable, even though deep in her heart she knew it was 
going to be nothing but trouble. 


“| don’t really know yet. Probably play some video games, practice some guitar, bug 
Adachi, you know the usual.” Justin shrugged. He was only slightly joking about the 
bugging Adachi part, but hey, he was usually a good sport about it when Justin 
bumped into him from time to time, so perhaps it wasn’t such a bad idea. Besides, 
Justin couldn’t help but admit he had a real soft spot for Adachi. He was a bit 
clueless about a lot of things, but he supposed that was part of his charm. He was a 
really nice guy when you got down to it; | mean you'd have to be to deal with 
Justin’s shit on a regular basis. Yeah, he might like to bitch and moan about a lot of 
things, but then so did Justin, so it all worked out in the end. Chie raised her 
eyebrow with curiosity. She was aware that Justin and Adachi talked from time to 
time, but she wasn’t really aware they were on a friendly enough bases to be 
bugging each other just because they were bored. Seemed a bit strange for 
someone like Justin to be hanging out with someone like Adachi; after all, Justin 
hated cops. 


“You two get along really well, what’s the deal?” Chie questioned. Really, it was kind 
of a stupid question asking why two people got along. They just sort of did, and 
regardless of whether they got along or not, it really wasn’t anyone’s business. Still, 
Justin just shrugged a bit, not taking offense to the inquiry into his social life. 


“Jealous?” Justin joked a bit, though Chie didn’t seem very amused. Really, he 
should have known by now that ever implying Chie was jealous of anything was a 
bad idea. He was lucky he didn’t get smacked. “I don’t know, we just click | guess. 
He’s a nice guy, even if he does run his mouth a little more than he should at 
times.” Justin decided to seriously answer her inquiry instead of dodging the issue 
with more sarcasm. Truth be told, apart from Adachi being a really good guy, he 
couldn’t think of any reason the two’s paths often found themselves entangled, why 
they got along so well. | mean, it takes a little more than someone being a good guy 
to really click, there had to be something else there. What it was, though, Justin just 
could not identify. Or perhaps it was that deep down he knew, yet he was ashamed, 
even afraid to admit it. Not again. Never again. 


“He seems a bit strange...” Chie remarked with curiosity. Something about Adachi 
rubbed her the wrong way. Maybe it was just the way he seemed to blabber on 
about everything, never shutting his mouth on even the most important of things. 
Maybe it was just because he seemed so enthusiastic about everything; like that 
time they had caught that pervert at Rise’s house. Maybe it was just because he 
always seemed to be smiling. Always. He never frowned or got angry or anything, 
he just always seemed happy. No one could possibly be happy twenty-four seven, 
right? She just couldn’t put her finger on why, but something about the way he was 
always grinning made her feel uneasy. 


“I’m not seeing it.” Justin countered. He didn’t see anything about the way Adachi 
acted as off to him; if anything, he admired the fact that the guy was always 
smiling; even when shit hit the fan. It was refreshing to find someone with such a 


positive attitude, even for a negative person like Justin. He supposed opposites did 
attract each other though; just ask any magnet manufacturer. “He’s just your 
average guy, you know? | had him over for dinner at my house once-“ 


“You invited him over for dinner?” Chie questioned with great shock. She couldn’t 
believe for even a second that Justin had been able to pull that off. For starters, 
Justin couldn’t cook; so unless Maya did the cooking (she didn’t,) or they had instant 
noodles (they did,) Chie couldn’t wrap her mind around how that could have worked 
out. Secondly, eating dinner with a cop? Surely that must have been awkward; not 
necessarily just because of Justin’s obvious hatred for the police or the huge age 
gap, but didn’t Justin keep cigarettes and lighters around the house? If Adachi knew 
Justin lived alone, that could be a real problem. Justin had considered that when 
inviting Adachi over, however, and truth be told, he felt no threat with Adachi 
seeing a couple of smokes lying around. He still seemed to have the mentality of a 
teenager, just living in the moment. Surely he’d understand what it was like to 
make reckless decisions like that, right? 


“Yeah, he just got off shift and the place he usually eats at was closed, so | just 
invited him over. He was a pretty good house guest; even did some magic tricks 
with a coin. It was a little awkward when he mentioned our parents, though; you 
know how Maya gets about her father.” Chie tilted her head to the side. She 
actually didn’t; she had never been around when a comment had been made about 
her father, so she didn’t know why she was freaking out, or if she even did freak 
out. “Oh uh, sorry. Her father passed away a couple years ago. He had a seizure 
and went into a coma, but... he uh... didn’t wake up. From my understanding, they 
pulled the plug.” Justin remarked sadly, a frown slowly crossing his face. How was it 
this had started off with a conversation about what he was going to do with all his 
free time and ended with Maya’s dead father? A sorrowful expression hit Chie like a 
wave. 


“Oh... That’s terrible...” Chie choked up, caught off guard by the very sudden and 
depressing topic. She hadn’t expected this to turn into a discussion about 
everyone’s deceased parents. She had gotten enough of that the onetime her and 
Justin were sitting by the riverside. She could still remember the pain in her chest to 
this day; and she had no intention of feeling that way again. Justin sighed a bit, 
sinking in his chair in the process. He was regretting bringing that up already. 


“Yeah; she doesn’t take it too well whenever you mention her father or hospitals...” 
Justin choked up, shaking his head a bit. It was a shame that even three years later, 
she was still clinging onto such a painful memory; like a stain on her sleeve. Truth 
be told, Justin thought it was less about her father’s death and more that she 
blamed herself. They were the ones who pulled the plug... maybe if they had more 
money he would have still been alive to this day. But they didn’t, and Maya just had 
to sit there and stare while her mother and brother decided they couldn’t afford to 
keep her dad alive. That’s something no child should have to be subjugated to. 


“You know, she never talked about it in her journal...” Chie choked up after a 
moment. You’d think that something so terrible, so... overpowering to the emotions 
would make it in her written word at least once. Yet over the course of two years, 
not a single word was scribbled. And over the course of two years, she refused to so 
much as mutter his name. Why was she trying to bottle this all inside? Why was she 
refusing to acknowledge it had ever happened, to come to terms with the past? 
Justin shook his head a bit. 


“| think she’s just afraid.” 
“Afraid of what?” 


“Of herself.” 


